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Abstract
B LACK, yellow, red. blue. Crews. goggles. tires, wrenches. “ . . . probably II be running
near ihe lead. I want you to back him up; stay close; try for a good, solid fourth or fifth. . . . Hey.
are you listenin’?”
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BLACK, yellow, red. blue. Crews. goggles. tires, wrenches. " . . . probably II be running near ihe lead. I want 
you to back him up; stay close; try for a good, solid fourth or 
fifth. . . . Hey. are you listenin'?" 
"Yeah, sure; just planning how I'll run the esses." 
"Like hell. You're tiyin' to figure out how' to beat the 
I-oius-lndcpendem and ro l gel canned by the old man for 
over-driving. Will you for once think about now instead of 
tomorrow or next week? You're a damn good driver or you 
wouldn't be piishin' a Prancin' Horse, but sometimes when 
you get to plannin' the next lap I wonder if you even know 
what's happenin' on this lap." 
"Look, get off my ass. I drive these Ferraris, and I drive 
them as good as anybody Sure I think, but you can't drive 
without thinking!" 
"O.K., o.k., relax, all right? T h e car's on the grid; you 
get everything checked out?" 
"It 's fine." 
[ 4 7 ] 
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"He's callin'; you best get over there in line." 
"I hate these damn Le Mans starts." 
"Just remember, somebody's gotta finish near the top 
for us to keep our. . . . " 
He pulled on his helmet to block out the last words. 
Standing in line like this with the other drivers unnerved 
him for some reason. He looked down the row: Ford, Porshe, 
Lotus, Eagle, Ferrari. They were all represented by first-
rate drivers sporting the team's insignia somewhere on their 
fire suits or helmets. He turned and looked straight at his 
car. The "go" signal: he broke into a sprint toward the 
crimson machine. 
The world vanished as he drove. T h e trees, houses, signs 
all flashed by without a sign of recognition from him. He 
stared straight forward, seeing only the road. His grey-
gloved hands hung from the sides of the steering wheel. 
Safety straps and a seat belt held his thin frame taut inside 
the snug cockpit. T h e goggles across his gaunt face were 
coated with road grime. A numbing roar and a constant 
blur were his reality. 
He tightened his grip on the wheel and grabbed the 
shift lever as he saw a wavy white line disappear beneath the 
car. The numbing roar became a scream as he double-
clutched and jammed the gearbox down into fourth. Now 
both hands hung on the wheel. A piercing cry from the 
tires joined the cacaphony as the Ferrari glided through the 
curve with a grace that belied its brutal nature. His arms 
jerked as he struggled to straighten the car. T h e tires ended 
their protest as the driver righted his machine and sent it 
roaring forward. He stabbed at the gas and watched the 
engine speed-rocket past 8,000 rpm's. Simultaneously he 
double-clutched and found fifth gear. 
His thoughts stole back to the curve: "More revs next 
time; not enough power in fourth." T h e self-instruction 
was programmed into his brain, ready for instant use on the 
next lap. 
A glance in the mirror revealed that the yellow Lotus-
Independent had made better time in the corner than his 
Ferrari: the distance between the two cars was, he judged, 
only half of what it had been before the corner. 
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A half-second's study of his gauges told him more than 
an amateur mechanic could have discovered in a day. The 
temperature of his engine oil, differential grease, engine 
coolant and transmission all were in the safe zone. T h e oil 
pressure was down, but not enough to worry about—yet. If 
it didn't come back up in the next half-lap he knew he'd 
have to pit. And that meant the Lotus-Independent would 
take over third position. 
He gasped, but not at the thought of the Lotus captur-
ing his spot. His thoughts had led him too close to the next 
corner. There was no time to shift; he was already into the 
bend. He stomped the throttle and tried to bring the tail 
end of the dusty red car around fast, but his action had been 
ill-planned: the rear tires tracked like they were on rails. 
"No drift—he'll catch me as I pull out!" He desperately 
wished he could shift, but he knew such an abrupt change 
in the middle of a corner at 130 miles an hour would cause 
an uncontrollable slide. 
The instant he got out of the corner, the Ferrari driver 
slammed into third. It was too late. The yellow blur snarled 
from twin pipes as it slid by him and vanished over the crest 
of a small hill. Embarrassed and determined, he stood un-
mercifully on the gas pedal. Twelve cylinders gulped their 
diet of fuel and air and belched deafeningly through the 
painted tubes that snaked their way back from the exhaust 
ports. 
T h e tachometer needle was into the red zone, but he 
didn't let up. Just when he sensed that every bolt in the 
engine was about to come loose, lie grabbed fourth gear and 
topped the knoll. Below him the Lotus slid easily through 
a hairpin and roared out of sight down a long straightaway. 
He realized the time he so carelessly lost would have to be 
made up over many laps and not by speed alone—he would 
need to concentrate on driving and nothing else. 
He checked the oil pressure again. It had crept upward 
a few pounds. His mind registered the information and he 
gave an imperceptible nod to demonstrate his approval. 
"Thank God. Now I can worry about catching the L-I." He 
took the hairpin in third, cornering flawlessly. He knew his 
yellow adversary was ordinarily no match for the Ferrari. 
This race, however, the L-I pit crew had gotten special train-
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ing from the team-Lotus head mechanic and they obviously 
had picked up enough tips to make the Lotus dangerous. 
Despite his resolution to concentrate on the course, his 
thoughts drifted briefly to the last race; he had lost second 
place to the same Lotus-Independent driver in an identical 
car. Then, it was because of a spin-out on the last lap. 
"Driver's error," he thought bitterly. T o lose a respectable 
third-place finish to the same driver and team because of 
another stupid mistake would finish him with Ferrari, he 
was sure. 
Now his job as well as his reputation depended solely 
on his pushing the Prancing Horse to its limit in an attempt 
to overtake his golden challenge. Fortunately, the long 
stretch gave him a chance to run his machine flat out. Its 
top speed was greater than that of any other car on the 
course, save those of his two teammates. He knew that if 
nothing happened in the corners and the engine stayed in 
one piece, this high-end advantage would eat away the Lotus' 
lead. 
He roared under the bridge, vaguely aware of the battle 
for lead taking place on the overpass. T h e only Ford left 
running had just overtaken his teammate. He thought of the 
Fords. "Eight cylinders," he grunted disgustedly. But he 
had his own war to fight and the next battle was bearing-
down fast. 
The Lotus driver gunned his car over the bridge as the 
Ferrari slid through the corner leading to the overpass ap-
proach. The long straightaway had taken its toll on the L-I's 
lead: only the distance of the curve separated them now. He 
hoped his having closed the gap so quickly would unnerve 
his competitor. Coming out of the corner, he flogged his 
machine even harder. 
Each pass down the long stretch had allowed him to 
make up a little more distance. His initial quick comeback 
had apparently done more to settle the Lotus driver than 
unnerve him, however. T h e yellow car was being driven as 
close to perfection as he had ever seen, and this, in turn, 
was beginning to upset him. He wondered if the race would 
be long enough so that the few feet he gained each lap would 
put him ahead before the end. 
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T h e realization that his whole body ached from the hours 
of confinement and the repeated changes in momentum stole 
into his brain. He tried to block the thought, but the pain 
had already taken away some of his power to concentrate. 
He was entering the corners just behind the Lotus, but al-
ways found himself moments slower in getting out. So far his 
top speed advantage had compensated for this, but he was 
no longer gaining. Each lap would find them less than a 
car-length apart. 
T h e two cars streaked under the bridge and downshifted 
for the turn, the snarl of the Lotus joined by that of the 
Ferrari as the drivers changed gears. The Ferrari misfired 
coming out of the curve and fell behind by several lengths. 
Desperation clouded the driver's face as he rammed up 
through the gears in sequence and roared past the starting 
grid. T h e pit area was a blur, but he saw the starter's flag 
and knew he must catch the Lotus on this last lap. He tried 
to calm himself so he wouldn' t blow it in a corner. 
He saw the Lotus dive too far into the hairpin before 
starting the slide and almost spin-out. He sucked in a breath. 
His jaw set, he pushed the red beast through the turn per-
fectly and set out in hot pursuit of his fleeing enemy. 
As the two hit the last straightaway before the checkered 
flag, he felt a surge of confidence. He wouldn't be denied 
this. . . . A screech exploded his mental victory celebration. 
His wheels locked and the car was immediately sent spinning. 
In the instant before the Ferrari wrapped itself around a 
guard pole, he searched the instruments for a reason. "The 
oil. . . . !" He had lost all pressure, causing the engine to 
lock up. 
He crawled from the twisted wreck with minor cuts, but 
his chance for redemption had vanished. His hopes could 
have been the car; they were no less ruined. He had chased 
the Lotus too hard. In his frenzy he had forgotten to watch 
the pressure closely; forgotten that it was more important to 
finish than to win. 
